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Leave elegance to the tailor 
by middlemarch 


Summary 


David had had special commissions from the General in the past but still, he had been taken 
aback by this demand. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“No, that’s not right,” Aleksander said, gesturing at the garment David had spread out across 
an inlaid table for the General’s inspection; it would have been shown to better advantage on 
a dressmaker’s mannikin, but the General did not come to a fabrikator’s studio and David 
was not about to walk through the hallways of the Little Palace with a woman’s torso of 
upholstered meryno under his arm. 


“T don’t understand, I followed your direction—” David began. 


“There,” Aleksander pointed at the collar edged in velvet. “And there and there, the 
fastenings and the way it’s cut here, that won’t work.” He’d dismissed the embroidery David 
had labored over for hours, the clever pleating of the cuffs, the flare at the hip and the small, 
jeweled buttons that were half-hidden by a placket. David had considered it his best work, a 
masterpiece that elevated the General’s requests into a kefta worthy of a Sun Summoner. Of a 
saint. 


“You must tell me again what you want, so I may alter this,” David said. It didn’t do to argue, 
not unless it was about something only a durast would know, something the Darkling could 
not presume to be an authority about. 


“The fabric must be finer, the weave must be delicate as a spider-web but strong—the color 
must compel and withdraw so the embroidery seems to float around her like a nimbus,” 
Aleksander said. “It must be warm enough she wears it with only the thinnest shift beneath 
and there must not be any evidence of how it is held closed, only that it is.” 


“T should use the silk we confiscated from that Shu trader,” David said. 


“Yes. The collar must curve more—the way you’ve made it, it will catch the angle of her jaw, 
she’ ll be distracted by it,” Aleksander said. “More fullness here,” he added, his hand grazing 
the seam that would touch the Sun Summoner’s hip. “It should only suggest the form of the 
woman, she should move easily, whether she is walking or dancing. It should feel luxurious, 
elegant—she should feel very beautiful, not only to others but within, where her power lies.” 


“And what else?” David asked, keeping his tone as neutral and workman-like as possible, 
fascinated by the General’s absorption with the young woman. It was obvious he had made a 
study of her, but not as an asset, not a newfound Grisha, not even as his only peer; whether or 
not the General had admitted it to himself, he was clearly in love and that was something 
David would have declared as impossible as a trustworthy Fjerdan. 


“The embroidery. Use the finest thread, taken from Byzant, the smallest needle, but it must be 
gold and it must feel rich and light at once, it must curl inwards as if it wants nothing more 
than to return to her skin, it must spread out towards her shoulders and towards her feet, 
clearly under her command and ready to envelope anyone she encounters,” Aleksander said. 
He had been looking steadily at the kefta as he spoke, his fingers very nearly touching it. 
David knew no one had ever heard the General speak this way and also that he could tell no 
one though there was not one Grisha who would not wish to hear even the littlest detail. 


“Try again, David,” Aleksander said, just as if it were an order on a battle-field. “Spare no 
expense but do not answer one question about this. I want it to be a surprise for her.” 


“T’ll do my best, General,” David said. 


“Yes, you will,” Aleksander answered. 


“No.” 
“No.” 
“No.” 


It was the sixth kefta that the General accepted at last. The first five had been burned when 
they were rejected, though David had offered to cut them into scraps for a rag-bag, rather 
than lose the work entirely. 


“Close enough, David,” Aleksander said. For once, he touched the kefta, a finger stroking 
against the open throat of the coat. “This will do.” 


“I’m glad you are satisfied,” David said, leaving off finally, knowing exhaustion was no 
excuse for a loose tongue. 


“She will be, I think. Miss Starkov,” Aleksander said, as if David could have possibly 
misunderstood who he meant. “Alina,” the General added, his voice very low, very soft, as if 
he’d forgotten David could hear him, how much he wanted to say the name of his beloved. 


End Notes 


The title is from Albert Einstein. 


I haven't yet read the books (this weekend!) but have heard book! Darkling is pretty 
monstrous all the time, so I only wanted to write a Darkling/Alina fic where I didn't weigh in 
on Alina's feelings towards Darkling/Aleksander. This vignette should all the reader to make 
Darkling as dark or light as you choose. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


